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AN INFORMAL OCCASION—CAR RIDE TO A
COLLECTIVE FARM
After weeks of requests, telephonings, and complaints,
it was arranged that I should visit a collective farm. The
trip was organised by the Society for Cultural Relations
with Foreign Countries, the notorious VOKS. I took with
me a member of the British Embassy, and YOKS brought
along a Hungarian film star who had been invited to
Moscow by the Russians on a goodwill visit. There were
two VOKS representatives to look after us: a vacuous
young man who because of his bland and childlike appear-
ance was known as 6 Cupidon % and an intelligent young
woman who for the purpose of this story may be called
Natasha. For my benefit the Chief Agronomist of the
Moscow District was added to our party. We had two
cars: mine, a new Buick, driven by Nikolai who was the
all-time low in chauffeurs; and a VOKS car, a small Opal,
recently liberated from Germany.
From the beginning everything went wrong. I picked
up my British companion at the Metropol Hotel, and when
we came out the car wouldn't start. Battery flat. I asked
Nikolai why he hadn't told me before we set out. He only
grinned, and we pushed the car round the Revolution
Square with the help of three volunteers, until we got it
going. Then we drove to the National Hotel where we
were to meet the VOKS representatives and the film star.
I told Nikolai to keep ,the engine running. He obeyed
with a vengeance: he backed the car against the hotel
entrance, and raced his engine, thus driving a jet of exhaust
across the busy pavement and into the door. He kept this
up for about ten, minutes. After the delay which one
expects when waiting for film stars she came out, attended
by the two VOKS representatives. We were introduced.
Cupidon tried to guide her into the little Opal, but she
spread out her arms, cried * Ah! Looveley Buick. I weel

